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A HAPPY REUNION AT BOGNOR. 
. is really touching little scene was enacted outside the ‘ Royal Pier Hotel,’ Bognor, the other morning. Alexandry, it appears, had not been looking at all 
i , and although a local physician brutally asserted that his indisposition was due to over indulgence in hokey-pokey and immature apples, Papa insisted that 
a poor boy was fretting at the long absence from his betrothed. Evelina was, accordingly, communicated with, and two days later she and Aunt Geeser arrived 
y @ cheap excursion. The meeting between the lovers was of a most affecting nature, Papa, in particular, utterly failing to overcome his emotion.”’—Toortsie. | 


BURIED ALIVE. 


——— 


THIS strange though short story of an incident of the | 
| 
| 


THE 


INFLUENCE OF THE BRINY. 


great plague of Florence is related by Dominico Maria 
Manni, who vouches for its truth. 

A lady named Genevra de Amieri, who was supposed to 
have died suddenly of the prevailing malady, was buried, 
according to the custom then prevailing, the same day. 

In the dead of the night she awoke in the tomb to all the 
horrors of the situation, and forcing her way out, as became 
a dutiful wife (albeit in her shroud) hastened to her still 
weeping husband. 

On her knocking at the door. he looked out of the 
window, and terrified at what he conceived to be the ghost 
of his departed wife, he hastily conjured it to depart in 

~ace, and not waiting to heara word, closed the window, 
DreadFully shocked at this reception, she had scarcely life 
and strength enough left to reach her father’s house ; but 


there, also, her appearance produced only terror, and she 

was again sent away. An uncle lived not far distant, and ( 

to his door she crawled, but he was more frightened than y (pl 
i} 


the husband or father. 
The poor woman could bear no more, but sank to the 


earth, It was then that a former lover, oped Jeunes is 
4 ‘l the change wrought in This individual, who is explaining to his fair neigh- And that these young ladies, when in Lond hem- whose union with her her father had forbidden, only 
0 this laden You'd hardly believe hour at the swagger Bcarsorough boarding-house how selves very strict notions of ‘propriety indeed, Hy wohl naturally occurred to her memory. She gained his 
be Suppression of Décorensent ota Society for he daren't drink anything but dry champagne, never on no account whatever dream of venturing forth unac- threshold and knocked. He, too, thought her a ghost, but (| 
letéBodices, Orthat— exceeds half of bitter with his modest meals in town. companied by a thoroughly efficient chaperon, bravely asked whose spirit she was, and what she wanted } 


-* 


AS 


“Tam she whom you once loved, and who has been buried — 
buried alive.” pee 

She fell fainting in his arms and was carried indoors, and cared 
for by her lover's mother, who quickly placed her in a warm bed. 
Next day she was able to join the family, and was soon as healthy 
and blooming as ever. The lovers decided to get married, and 
were so, and a week later, to the astonishment of the congrega- 
tion, appeared at service in the cathedral, She ex lained there 
how she had been turned away by husband and father, and how 
she had therefore sought a new protector. Her first husband, how- 
ever, insisted on his previous right, which, as he alleged, nothing 
but death in earnest could dissolve. , 

An appeal was made to the bishop, with whom it lay to decide 
in such matters. The case was solemnly argued before him, and 
iecided that, under the circumstances, the first husband had 
forfeited all right, not only to the person of Genevra, but to the 
dowry he had received with her, which he was ordered to pay over 
to husband No. 2. 


. e . . . e 
LATEST FROM THE House OF MYSTERY. 
biliam ee av retreev iss caracter onn oaf ee av sware | too eett 
yure i toof onn hedge e sware there iss a piratt an ee billiam wo 
compel att dager pint too disguys wee ar offt alunger im too the 
kaif inn batersee park, aoa 
itt isa dark an feeraum nite ow wil itt endd pore muther i mai 
never see er nO mor she wos nott awlers keyind but i av rote to sai 
iav forgaif eran leffa lok off air. 
(Newt week,” Brautiful for Ever,” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
re SS 
*,° Correapondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
asia inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Really, Sethu, your check's colossal; Sorry that we can't agree. 
Certainty you can, Miss MILLET, For ihecehal/ pears, posted 
Sree, Glad you liked the sketch, A YANKEN: It was tasty, we 
admit ; Serve him right, A FRIEND OF SLOPER, Certainly the bite: 
bit. Call and bring them, ARTHUR HACKET, All our time is 
gladly yours ; Poets we regard as brothers, Artists never treat ax 
, Sorry, LU, we cannot tell you; We don't keep a list, you 
see; If we'd apace for sketches, ARCHIE, Yours would suit’ us 
toa T. ALLY much regrets it, STOKER, But he cannot spare the 
time; You are right, A CAREFUL READER, Jt was sacrificed to 
rhyme, har beyond our ken, A SCOTSMAN, Thanks for veracs, 
ANCIENT JOB; But we haven't space ta spare,and Must reqret- 
Sully say“ Now They are useless, WILLIAM BAMPTON, Thanks 
“for letter, RLS. DAY; Zuvtsie sends her lore, ADMIRER, And agrees 
with all you say. A 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
Lhe Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


Porwarded toany part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post-Jree : 
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On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
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PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rur DE LA BANQUE. 


£150 


Will be paid to the nezxt-uf-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Itailway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
erpiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
=~ 

Wife. I think, Henry, you'd better write a cheque and let me 
settle the coal merchant's account. He'll summon us presently, 
or something dreadful of that kind. I'm sure he's getting nasty. 

Husband, Nasty, d'ye say, my dear?’ Why, what makes you 
think that? 

Wife. Think! I'm sure of it. Iaven't you noticed he's given 
up calling you Esquire? “° 


“You may say what you like, Hemma, but I don't like them 
Life Guards in their full-dress uniforms,” “Why not, Jemima 
Anne?” “Why, how can you sit comfortable on their knees with 
them great jack-boots they have on. And then to think if you was 
engaged like, of being took to a cast-iron buzzum as would almost 
crack you to bits. Not me, Give me the sailors; they ain't all 
buttons and hardness,” a 


After the Election Meeting. 
Whiffle (delighted), His Lordship thanked ine, and said I was a 
very happy s er. 
Biffle (envious). Hump! you may have been, but I'm blowed if 
you had a very happy audience. 4 


a 
SHE fills our minds with evil thoughts, 
With murderous desire ! 
She causes us to be profane, 
She raises all our ire— 
The woman who will calmly block 
The booking office wicket 
Whilst she goes through her dress to find 
The money for her ticket, 


He, Mum! 9 dreadfully long price, a dreadfully long price, in- 
deed! But I'm quite prepared to admit it's a charming gown. 

She. Yes, is it not, darling? I'm so very glad you like it, too— 
it's called the “ Empire,” you know, 

He, \sit,indeed? howcnrious! 1 shouldn't wonder if they didn't 
take to calling dresses after the Alhambra or the Pavilion next. 


* 

THE other evening Boskey “copped the brewer,” and nothing 
would do but he must enlist. With the morning came sobriety 
and repentance, and he determined to make an effort for liberty, 
so, when he was taken before the doctor and asked the usual ques- 
tions as to soundness, he stated that he was very short-sighted. 
The medical officer asked him two or three questions, appeared to 
believe him, and then suddenly pointing through the window 
inquired, “Can you see that sparrow?" “Which one, sir?” asked 
Boskey. “That one on the tree? No, sir.” Boskey is now doing 
recruit drill, *.° 


Doctor, Vm sorry to aay, my poor lad, that your case is really a 
very serious one, Your heart is affected. Now, whatever you do, 
you must avoid all excitement, and, above all things, never hurry 
yourself, never attempt to run under any circumstances whatever, 

Youthful Patient, Oh, that’s all right, sir; there ain't no fear of 
medomg that. I'ma tellrgrarf boy, sir. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 432.—The “ Bognor Bathing ” Costume. 


Bathing Woman, Come to my arms— 
beauty. Flossie. Thanks, I'd rather be 


KNOCK AND RING. excused—beast. 


LOVE MAKING UNDER DIFFICULTIES. 

He (driving restless cob). 1 assure you, pet—(ah, would you !)—my affection 
for you—(you jibbing brute!) - is deep and sincere. I never knew—(what an 
ill-tempered brute you are !)—till you said—(what the dickens are you shying 
at ?)—that you were going away—(take that, and that !)--how much I—(now, 
don't start kicking !)—adored you. (Blanche feels impressed. 


Hawker (in distance), Any 
chickweed for yer singing birds ? 

Brown (advising his friend), Now, look Ethel. Oh, mamma, do buy 
here, Jones, von take a fool's ad vice and do it. some for our eanary— perhaze it 

Jones. 1 wiil, Brown, I will, will have some little chicks, 


I 


(Saturday, August 6, 1852, 


minds getting jugged. I got a blimey sight better grub ¢),, 
might a-done outside, But what galls me scomethiiuk crcl inth i 
thought o' them a-burnin’ my professional togs and a-givin' 5,,,. 
these ‘ere noo ‘uns to come out in. I'd worn ‘em fur nigh on fo:,;. 
teen year, and they was that far gone, the mere sight on ‘en, *,,,; 
make even a beadie spring tuppence. But these ‘ere bloomers '); 
ruin me in my perfession utterly, and I shall blessed weil ‘aye ;,, 
come down to work.” *° 
Albert. So you plucked up your courage and proposed for t),. 
hand of the wealthy Miss Smithers? ssi aL 
Edward, Y-e-e-s, dear bo: 
Albert, And what did o 
Did he object to your suit ? 
Edward (seating himself in the softest chair with extye,,, 
caution). He did, old fellow, He put his foot very firmly against ::, 


ii Smithers say when you asked }j:),: 


s 
“How well your bathing drees has worn ; 
I should have thought,” I said, 
“That brilliant blue would long ere this 
Have mingled with the red.” 


“ How dense you are! Why, don’t you sce,” 
Replied the little pet, 

“That, though I wear it when I bathe, 
LT never get it wet ? 2S 


» 

“T HAVE noticed in most mansions of flats a peculiar half hissiny 
half explosive sound. What can it be ?—the noise of the worki:; 
of the hydraulic lift?" “Oh, dear, no! You see, in those bi- 
buildings there are always some servants some time or the other 
voing up and down stairs: that’s the noise of their being kissed by 
the tradesmen’s lads,” Such is one of the peculiar amenities of 
modern progress, *° 


Inquiring Son, I eny, father, what does this newspaper mean 
when it alludes to “Standard Works of Fiction”? What is a 
siand work, eh? 

uther, A standard work, my son, is—er—of course—er—, 
standard work—why, a book in which the interest of the public 


flags. °° 


DEEPLY enamoured of her banking as he had been, it was bur 
natural that he should have pretended to admire her voice, awiul 
(nough it was; but with his prize safely landed he threw dissiniu- 
ation to the winds, and when, only a few days after the return 
from their honeymoon, she selected what she fancied was j)\< 
favourite song from her music case, and asked, “ Halph, dear, 
shall I sing ‘Some Day’?" he responded, brutally, “Well, you 
might possibly if you took a lot of lessons; but at present there 


doesn't seem much chance of it.” 
ss 


s 
ScENE—J>» the Greenroom at the “ Friv.” 
Tottie Goodenough. 1 wonder how it is that masked balls are so 
popular in the profession? 
Flossie (a new recruit), On account of the bad complexions, | 
should think, es (More ructions. 
s* 


“THE true philosopher,” said the Old One, “should bear every- 
thing that comes to him with perfect calmness. I trust that | an 
a philosopher.” And McGooseley murmured, “ You do bear every: 
thing that comes to you with perfect calmness. The calm way 
that you'll take a baker's dozen of drinks, and never once think of 
returning one, would do credit to a Salvation Army majoress turu- 
ing herself into a long skirt dancer.” 

s¢ 


= 
HE is, indeed, a horrid t— 
One's best girl’s little brother— 
Who overhears our lovesick vows 
And tells them to his mother, 
Lad 
» 

“THE feng 4e4 wretch who gives way to the temptation of 
appropriating his friend's umbrella, leads one of the most miserable 
existences known in the annals of erime. He is afraid to leave it 
at home, in case the owner should call and see it in the hall; he 
dare not open it, even if it rains, for fear it shall be recognized ; 
and when he carries it, he fears to lay it down, in case the real 
owner should pick it up. His only safety lies in handing it over 
to the tender care of his avuncular relative ‘neath the ‘Lombard 
Arms,’"—L£ztract from Sloper's Philosophy. 

ss 


- 

THE Hon. Billy came rushing into the “Sloper’s Arms,” the 
other day, and exclaimed, “ Hallo, Bob, I’ve been on a regular wild 
goose chase after you. I'm so glad I've found you.” And then he 
was surprised when everybody laughed and Bob threatened tu 
punch his head. ee 

e 


The O'Flaherty. Mr. Jones, sor, here is the foive shillings Oi 
borrowed from ye some toime ago. . 
Jones, Oh, by Jove! this is luck. I'd forgotten all about it. 
The O'Flaherty. Thin, by Jabers! Oi think ye moight have 
tould me £0, and saved me money. 
s¢ 


s 
HE was a political leader writer out of collar, and he discovered, 
with dismay, that in answering the ads. inthe Daily News, one tor 
asmart man with Conservative views and the other for a go-ahead 
Radical paragraphist, he had put the answers in the wrong enve- 
lopes. + * 


“THERE's nothing half so sweet in life as Love's young dream, 
Mr. Moore remarked on a celebrated occasion in mellifiuous verse : 
but if you don't care for too much sugar, you can tuke off the 
flavour with a dash of the bitters of matrimony’s rough awakening. 

ss 


a 
“ MULLO, old man, how is it you didn't put up for somewhere at 
the General Election?” “My dear fellow, I'm not proud. [dent 
mind a cosy evening in a respectable public house discussi0n 
forum, but—I draw the line at the House of Commons.” 


A LICENCE you want if you're keeping a dog, 
And seven-and-sixpence will buy it; 

You may, perhaps, manage to get on without, 
But | shouldnt advise you to try it. 


You must pay larger sums, too, for using a gun, 
Armorial bearing or carriage ; ay 
But there's one that will cost you far more than you think, 
And that is a licence of marriage. 


Brown. Why, what's the mattcr, old chap? You do look see). 
and no mistake ! F ars 

Robinson, Al! and I feel it, too, I want a rest, that’s what i! Ue 

Brown, No doubt about it, old man, Why don’t you take a few 
davs at the seaside ? ate 

Robinson (with horror), Don't, don't, my dear fellow, perk 
I've just come back froma month's stay there with the wile a 
young ‘uns, a 

a 


ORGAN-BLOWERS have been the despair of organists from tine 
immemorial, and the other day we heard of a case where 10" 
unnAPES player certainly had a right to make use of the biz. nen 
stop. He was officiating fora friend in a country church, aud in Be 
final voluntary he was putting in some very fine work, savine. 
course, the best for the last, He was just preparing for the se 
effort, when all the wind left the organ, and he was power’ 
Going round to the back, he remonstrated with the blower. i 
was putting on hia coat, and who calmly replied, “ Whoy, 0! 
blowed ‘em all onter church, whot more do ye want? 


quiet 

In 
shirt 
Suoc 


ve 


Saturday, August 6, 1892.) 
7 TOOTSIE AT COWES. 


\WHes Ma's ma firet ete o the Lu of eet shere were, 
Aas Guide Book of that remote period, “two inns.” 
according tu the Gays, the Guide, “The 
entertainment at both is 
good and not unreason- 
able, The “ Fountain,” 
which has long been 
kept by Helmore, a very 
civil and attentive man, 
is at this time repairing 
and improving, or rather 
rebuilding. When this 
is finished, company will 
be at no Joss for a tem- 


i \ h po 
{4 will sure tu expe- 
rience the best treat- 
7 ment.” 

The “Fountain” still 
flourishes, and we are 
there being treated well 
by Mr. Ellis, the present 
proprietor. It is the 
“Fountain Hotel,” 
though, now. There are 
no more inns nowadays. 
The “Bull Inn” at 
Rochester, that Charles 
Dickens made famous, 
has had dreadful things 
done to its name, 

here are two 
Coweses—West and 
East. Iu Ma's ma's time 
Cowes Castle, one of the forts erected by Henry VIII., is thus 
described—" It stands on the West side of the Medina, near the 
bathing machines; and though happily useless as a place of 
defence, still maintains a captain, one master gunner, and five other 
vunners, A sentry is on ot here; but it would be difficult to 
point out what he bas to guard, unless it were the bathers’ clothes.” 

What a game of play that must all have been! The captain could 
only have been Edward Cuttle, mariner, and the master gunner none 
other than Bunsby, The five other gunners were all characters. 
livir wholly useless duties were gone through day after day in 
the most persevering and praiseworthy fashion, Cuttle reiieved 
unsby with the telescope, and the one gun that would go off was 
iiwavs kept loaded, so that if the Spanish Armada hove in sight 
siddenly round the corner its fate would have been sealed. 

Rob has broken out in a new direction and has bought a yacht. 
It isa very middling sort of yacht, as yachts go, but what the 
particular fun of sailing in them may be | cannot say. Lardi, | 
ind the Dook Snook were taken on board to make a tour of 
inspection, and the firat thing Lardi we bre may be sure, was to 
reurch diligently for recherché food aud high priced vintages. 


i residence and 


A tour of inspection. 


IM 


Pleasant company. 


These were conspicuous by their absence, Bob stating that the 
commissariat would be on rd in an hour's time. 

We waited that hour—an uncommonly long oue—when a boat 
appeared in the distance, and, coming slowly alongside, was found 
to contain a starch box and a half gallon bottle. The starch box 
was half full of bread and cheese and the bottle held beer of a 
rueful nature, at which the Dook Saook pulled long faces. Mean- 
while, Billy and Tottie, who saw us off from the shore, made signs 
that they were better where they were. and we presently caught 
4 slimpse of them at an hotel window partaking of refreshments, 

* 


* * * * * 
Horror! Bob has informed us that, from motives of economy, 
he intends ns live on the vacht during the rest of the holiday, and, 

I presume, be fed ou sea biscuits and salt junk, May we survive. 

Shall we, however, tamely submit to this tyranny? We consult 
toxether on reaching shore, and determine to defy Bob, Bob, 
having paid the bill at the hotel, we have all the luggayve brought 
quietly back again, and we mean to have a high time of it. 

_In the distance we see Bob victualling the vessel. He is in his 
ale sleuves, working likea black, while the crew smokes his pipe. 
Suooklet, the dismal dooklet, has been pressed into the service, 
and is fall- 
ing up and 
down the 
enbin stairs 
like mad. 
We hear 
some fear- 
ful crashes, 
at which the 
crew roars 
with laugh- 


ter. 

We hear a 
splash, too. 
Some of the 
provision is 
\ at the bot- 

tom of the 
sea, Ano- 
ther splash. 
The crew 
this time. 

rdi and 
T find pleas- 
ant com- 
pan in 
the club in- 
closure, 
and when 
Snooklet, 
perils gc 
Vie ‘i . " serted the 
. a Gomes in with a member friend and discovers us, he is 
Hahn tll enjoving himself 
- oo own a fog-horn to bri 
We have responded by “Yah ithe achiral 


Mi 


Seeing us off. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
= ee a eee 
TREASURE TROVE. 

I WANDER'D by the rippling tide, 
As sundown veil'd the gleaming west, 
I mark'd the far waves as they fell, 
With roseate flush on each wild crest ; 
And as | stood beside the verge, 
_ Where spray drops gleam‘d a shower so sweet, 
Upborne upon the dimpled wave, 
Some leaflets drifted to my feet. 


The bonny leaves, 80 fresh and fair, 
Wheuce came they? From some distant shore, 
"Neath sunny skies where swallows roam 
And wintry shadows fall no more; 
Where sounds the gay gitana's song, 
*Mid orange groves where fire-tlies dance, 
And, brighter than the sun rays sweet, 
The flashing radiance of her glance. 


Ah! yes, perchance some dainty hand 
Hath touch'd your stem, my treasure trove, 
Some happy voice hath called thee fair, 
In accents born of truest love ; 
And now so far from home you drift 
Upon the lonely wave wash'd shore. 
To cheer my heart with brightest dreams, 
To tell that summer comes once more, 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and fovt notes 
by his friends and relations.) 


CHAPTER XVIII. 
I BECOME WISER. 


It is a curious phase in one's existence when one, so to speak, 
cuts one’s wisdom teeth morally. As I grew older I grew wiser. 1 
had not my old simple belief in the world, 

(Belief in the world, indeed! Why, the Old Man_ actually 
divides the world ivto them who stand him drinks and those who 
don’t stand them. “Human nature,” he says, “is born to do some- 
thing for us all.” I believe the Old Scotch Hider actually thinks 
he honoured the universe by becoming a billionth part of it— 
MCGOOSELEY.) 

1 once trusted everyone. T thought that the world was a flower 
garden of happiness. 1 believed iu things. 1 did not go down tu 
facts, aa I do now. 

(I will say that of Pa, that he isa most trusting creature. He 
thinks that everything is born to help him, You should see this 
idea get into his head as regards lamp-posts, It isa pity, though, 
that they’re not covered with indinrubber, Pa says they're a deal 
tougher than they need be.—TOOTSIE. ) 

I began to doubt people. | began to see that the world was not 
what it seemed to be at first sight. 

(As a rule, the world isn’t exactly what the Eminent takes it for 
at first sight. The pavement doesn't, as a matter of course, slant 
upwards. Neither are there two moons, Nor need _pillar-posts as 
n matter of fact be taken for privates in the Guards. All this is 
a way that SLOPER has. It isn ta good way. SLOPER has but few 
good ways, auy more than he weighs in more than he can help.— 
|. MosEs.) 

What struck me so much, too,as IT got older, was the general 
want of confidence that mankind had in each other. The coarse, 
sordid artfulness, too, with which each creature pursued his own 
private ends, Every man was for himself, 

(It's > prea point with SLOPER, wheu he’s got the usual morn- 
ng head on him, to moralize. He's always very down on his 

Peed creatures, if by any chance he stuod a round und a half.— 
IcG.) 

It is indeed a strange feeling when one becomes thoroughly dis- 
dusioned. Many a man that | had stood drinks to, thinking him 
to bean angel, soon developed into a water-rate collecting monster. 
or a gas or baker's man, The world | found out to be a receptacle 
of all minor meanuesses. Whisky standers were few, and men 
who asked you to have another were never hardly to be met with. 
(To be continued next week.) 

—_—_——ao 
! 


FF! 
Ip, hip, hurrah! for a series of jolly days! 
Hip, hip, hurrah! we are off for the holidays! 
Off to the seashore, the sand and the shingle, 
Off to the woodland, the dell and the dingle ; 
Young folks and old folks, the married, the single, 
At platform and pierhead we merrily mingle 
Hear whistles scream and the starting bells jingle, 
Making our pulses with eagerness tingle. 
Hip, hip, hurrah! we are off for the holidays! 
Hip, hip, hurrah! for a series of jolly days! 


Some are departing alone upon bicycles, 

Some happy pairs honeymooning ou tricyles ; 

Some avek the land of the bonny blue heather, 

Others the trout stream with rod, fly and feather; 
Cricketers start, bent on “hunting the leather,” 
Sportsmen and tourists and trippers together, 

Breathe fervent prayers for long spells of fine weather: 
Each means to stay to the length of his tether. 

Hip, hip, hurrah! we are off for the holidays! 

Hip, hip, hurrah ! for a series of jolly days! 


Soon, ah, too soon! we shall all come back healthier, 
Though but a few will return to town wealthier, 
Back from our cruises, our tours and excursions, 
Back from matutinal briny immersiona, 

Back from flirtations and other diversions, 

Sunburnt and fit for fresh work and exertions, 
Brivging new yarns or of old ones new versions, 
Backing them up by “eye witness” assertions, 

Hip, hip, hurrah ! for a series of jolly days! 

One final cheer and then off for the holidays! 


—— 


A DOMESTIC DENOUEMENT. 

QuITE unknown to each other they went to the Horticultu- 
rooralies on the self-same Wednesday evening, she with her tall 
good looking cousin, and he with—er—well! To their mutual 
surprise, not to mention embarrassment, they met in the grounds 
near the high-toned stand where the Municipal Guards band snorts 
forth republican melodies from dear, sweet France. What did he 
do? Why, utterly ignored her, contenting himself by taking great 

ins to point out to his companion a brand new comet that he 
Rad discovered to the south-west—a meteor that had never even 
been mentioned by old Moore, or dreamt of by Zadkiel in his 
wildest dreams, 

When he returned home, somewhere about midnight, expecting 
to find the coast clear he was surprised to find his loved and 
cherished sitting in a cosy saddle-bag chair, arrayed in her most 
bewitching frock, waiting up for him. 

“Well, Flo, 1 pope you enjoyed yourself?” he snapped, deter- 
mined to have the first word, and disarm opposition, i possible. 

“Oh, exceedingly, tha—anke,” was her sweet reply, and allow 
me to congratulate you upon your extremely ladylike companion, 
It was chiefly for her nppearance that I engaged her.” 

“Engaged her!" he yelled. “Great Jerusha—what do you 
mean?” 

“Oh, nothing. When she called, the day before yesterday, in 
answer to my advertisement, I liked the look of her so much that 
: engaged her as housemaid then and there. Good night, George, 

ear.” 


And it was a sad and crestfallen man, who, fortified by many 
whiskies and sodas, followed her to her bedroom some two hours 
later, 


THE NEW WIFE. 


81m FREDERICK FiTz-Fooz.e, Mayor of Pipstone Ripping, was 
& gentleman who had got on by leaps and bounds, If this sta:e- 
meat has led you ~, NS ty, 
tothe supposition \ \ < 
that Sir Frederick 
owed his great- 
ness to having 
been an acrobut 
or a professional 
jumper, the state- 
ment will have 
caught some of 
the deceiving 
spirit of the 
Mayor himself 
and have hum- 
bugged you, 

Fitz-Foozle was 
a draper’s assist- 
ant once, with a 
siulary not exceed- 
ing one hundred 
leas Q@ year; 

ut he married a 
clever little 
woman—the fore- 
woman of the 
So gaa in 
whic e was , - = 
employed — and “AY woos ‘sete kere 
she laid for him A ee 
the foundation of “Pity I married beneath me.” 

a_ large fortune. 
Unfortunately for a good many people to whom he was related 
“one way and another” (and his wife may be included in the liat 
of those to be sympathized with), Sir Frederick was a selfish, 
pompous cad, 

pea! married beneath me; it stops one from getting on in 
society. 

This was Fitz-Foozle’s pet regret, now that he was rich, a mayor 
anda knight, all of which he had been made by his wife. She had 
worked up the business, started in opposition to the one in which 
they used to work side by side; she had superintended the ways 
und means of his becoming a knight, and then, so to speak, a 
knight-mayor, And now that she had attained for him, through 
her own cleverness, the position that he could never have reached 
unaided, he begau to think that he ought to have married an 
Honourable Miss Somebody, and his contempt for her was her 
reward. He neglected her—was cruel to her (except in company, 
when he treated her with overmarked consideration) ; and when 
she died, it was whispered by a few who knew him better than 
others, that her death was due a good deal more to a broken heart 
than to the ill- 
ness mentioned 
in) the doctor's 
certificate, 

A few months 
after his wife's 
funeral, Sir 
Frederick — mar- 
ried again. Ile 
, met his new wife 
+ at agarden party 
: given by his 
? friend (as he was 
} pleased to eall 
chim), Lord 
‘ Rakely, She was 
') introduced to 
Fitz-Foozle as 
the Hon. Miss 
Clifton - Towers ; 
this fetched him, 
and he married 
her without 
making inguin 
—except of Lord 
Rakely, and he 
spoke most 
highly of her. 
Had known her 
father and 
mother since he 

Lord R.) was quite a little boy. They were at present residing in 
ndia, and their daughter had been left behind to be educated at a 
Pipstone Bippleg boarding schoul,from which (80 said Peres) she 
had just emerged, So it was a splendid thing for Fitz-Foozle. 

But as time went on, the advantages hanging to the possession 
of an aristocratic wife seemed somehow to diminish, Lady Fitz- 
louzle, in fact, was so awfully extravagant. More than that, she 
was something of a flirt—at least, so thought Sir Frederick, 
when, returning unexpectedly one afternoon, he overheard his 
friend Lord Rakely declaring his love for her. Escaping unseen, 
he sneaked out of the house, sud for several hours poodered o'er 
the best course to pursue ; in vain, for on his return he discovered a 
letter from his wife, informing him that she had eloped. 

“1 swore I would have revenge,” the note ran, “The wife who 
made your fortune was my friend, and when I found she was ill- 
treated, I resolved to eatol you, and show you the difference be- 
tween a good wifeand a bad. | never loved you. 1 married you 
out of revenge simply. Your wife and | were schoolfellows, pals ; 
and what I have done to you, I have enjoyed doing, because I hate 
you.” 


* ° 
“You see that 
man there?" an 
inhabitant of & 
Pipstone _ Rip- 
ping will some- 
times say to a 
visitor to the 
town, as he 
ints ton grey 
haired old beg- 
gar in a shabby 
suit of clothes, 
who is standing 
at the door ofa 
small linen- 
draper’s pet 
looking eagerly 
but vainly for 
customers in the 
ple who pass 
y, “well, he 
was mayor of 
this place once; 
he had the best 
business, the 
best house, and 
the best wife. 
She was the 
making of him 
—up toa point! 
But thea ke turned ambitious. He was ashamed of the woman 
who had been, like himself, a linendraper’s assistant, and to 
whom, for his success in life, he owed everything ; and he longed 
to get into Society. An opportunity came—his wife died. He 
got into Society—and that's the result! 


She was introduced, 


Declaring bis love. 


QUITE ARISTOCRATIC, YOU KNOW! 
Tottie Sweetlips, only lately of the “ Friv.," now Lady Pompett, 


“Oh! if the major could only see me now, what 
never dreams of going out without her footman. 


& sweet, saucy little pet he'd think me!" Letter of Young Lady. 


“My bad luck at Goodwood nearly ruined me, 
darling, and I have given up punting on races 
for the similarly named but more healthy and 
less expensive pastime, which my present delight- 
ful retreat by the river affords."—E£rtract from 


(Saturday, August 6, 1899. 


A SEA VIEW! 
She. I really think it is shameful, Mr. Smith, the gentlemen copying 
us in dress as they do. 
He. Well I'm dashed ! that takes the cake. 


4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive phot 
of her sriends whose portraits have not yet 


hs from these 
inserted, 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


ws 
From small events gigantic others spring. While one summer's eve, in pensive 
thought, A. SLOPER wandered o'er the sea beach shore, a small crab seized him by 
the toe, which made A. SLOPER scream “O lor!" (Poet slightly altered for the 
occasion.) (1). The struggle that follewed was fierce but brief, and soon the 
Eminent was carefully holding the vanquished decapode at arm's length and 
addressing it in the manner of Sterne. “Foolish little one,” said he, “didst thou 
think to master me as did that monster specimen of your species, Master Gideon 
Carr, in James Payn'’s The Cluffards of Clyf? If thou didst, thou wert jolly well 
mis—— Confound!" The crab had nipped him in the finger. Of course, he 
dropped it, and away it scuttled among the rocks. James Payu! why, hang it all! 
he had just published his latest and most amusing story, “A Mudern Diek Whitting- 
ton,” and must be interviewed at once. When A. SLOPER tackles the aristocracy of 
literature, he devotes special care to his personal appearance, aud before waiting on 
his excellent friend, jovial Jimmy, as the F.O.M. is pleased to call him, he seriously 


THE ELDER ANNOYED. 


No. 246.—M1ss LILLIE LEVERNE. 


“Now, now, indeed, I feel how keen's Love's dart.” 
—The Dook Snook. 


“Alas! what power a beauteous woman wields!" —Lord od. 


“ For thee, dear heart, I pine away in sadness,” 
‘—The Hon. Billy. 


(2). Tm the lowly dell he aga! 
eaid, “ Is this kind o' ye?" 


3 


n confronts the Elder, who 


considered how he should make the best impression.—(2). At first he thought to go 
as Lost Sir Massingberd disappearing in ® property tree, but found that the tree would 


be a stumbling block.—(3). Stay! should he recall to Mr. Payn’s memory the days 
of his youth and appear as an Eton boy with his hands everlastingly in his pockets ? 
—(4). Or how would it do if A. SLOPER were to show up in the habit of a diver 
suggesting Marmaduke Drake in the author's favourite book, “ A Perfect Treasure |‘ 
Or, best of all, as Richard himself? He decided upon thie course.——(5). Mr. 
Payn,” said he, resting his bundle on the writing desk, “I have long cherished the 
desire of seeing you in the form, though I have for many years known you in the 
spirit. If you will, therefore, oblige me by sitting perfectly still while I make the 
tour of the apartment, so as to take you at all angles, I shall esteem ita favour. < 
this style of conducting an iuterview possessed all the charm of novelty, and was 0 
the two preferable to the conventional method, Mr, Payn gladly acceded, — (¢)- 
And A, SLOPER, having stalked his victim, silently withdrew. 


(3). When McParritch roared, “ Ah believe the Elder's turnin’ silly 
since he's lest aff eatin’ sheep's heed.” 


Saturday, August 6, 1892.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


a 
vee Cane - ° 
TAWIAN | , GCAMAN 


OPERA 


“~" 


i \ 


(male 


RAEN 


{ebcrraGbioeal. Ckese: 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Hullo here, my noble patrons! walk =P and inspect the splendid collection of novelties I have | indeed :—They meet, these players known to fame, And try conclusions at the game :—The prizes 
got toxether whilst you have been Bank Holiday making. Recovered from the effects of it, have | Evans gave away At “ Bluecoat” School the other day:—The Opera's done and, I am told, That 
you? That's right, you will be better able to appreciate the undoubted excellence of my exhibition, | Gus is wallowing in guld:—Things may be thus, if Sikes returns The pipe for which the moner 
Ting! Up goes the curtain—there, what do you think of that ?—7wo middies acted in this way, And | yearns :—The bargee, Gray, who stole champagne, For three months won't e free again.—Thanks for 
sang” Ta-ra-ra, Boom-de-ay !" :—All Sevtia’s sons rejoice who read, For Bonny Scotland's scored, | these enthusiastic shouts of “author,” but I'd rather be excused.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


PATENTED. 


, 


i} ‘ \é 
Since real flowers have become so fashionable for personal 
adornment, Rosa has converted herself into a little conservatory. 


< 
The Little"; , , 
ms sn yaa rent ren sacha and insultet “ Hullo, Jones, I hear you are going to get married. what 
The Big Un. Garn! Wh takes . x shall I give you fur a wedding present?" “ Well, old chap, 
Up for boyslaughter, so I pits Til secre viaueen ath oe Ingenfous dodge of Spygal who, by wearing n piece of looking-glass in his eye, is enabled to see behind don't expect much from you. D'ye think you could afferd a 


#ul spend that there penny you've got. him and note what impression he bas made. toothbrush on the three years’ hire sy stem *" 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


te 


Tur London Senson is dead—dead as the proverbial door nail— 
and it necds but the most careless survey to discover conclusive 
and painful proofs of its de- 
mise. The Park, but 60 recently 
the haunt of Fashiou—with a 
capital F — is deserted, save 
principally for lovesick nurse- 
maids and their military ad- 
mirers; most of the clubs are 
closed to allow of the annual 
cleaning and the servants tak- 
ing a holiday ; almost half the 
theatres have closed their 
dvors, whilst a large propor- 
tion of the audiences at very 
mauy of the others bear only 
too plainly the almost unmis- 
takable stamp of ag ae 
Regent Street, Piccadilly, Bond 
Street, and other fashionable 
thoroughfares present an uu- 
wonted aspect of dreariness, 
and a depressing gloom seems 
to hang like a pall over the 
numerous haunts of delight 
which so short a time back 
rang with the echoes of revelry 
by night, Allis changed ; the 
birds of fashion have tlown 
and the season is dead—to rise, 


, LONDON __ however, Pheenix-like, from its 
“. SEASON ashes, hatched into life again 
\ by the warmth of Society's 

| \ return, *° 


So the “street artists" are to be stamped out, are they? Swept 
off the face of the pavement by the ruthless blue habited myrmidons 
of the law, and immured in the nearest dungeon in case of their 
refusal to “move on.” How pitiable! how truly sad! No more 
shall we contemplate the highly coloured representations of * A 
Shipwreck" or “A Storm at Sea"; never again shall we gaze at 
weird, unnatural looking fish, and portions of uncanny and origin- 
ally tinted oranges, or vainly endeavour to reconcile the heartrend- 
ing legend, “! am Starving,” with the almost invariably sleek and 
corpulent individual who eigen over the exhibition and endea- 
vours to look as though he would have by this time become a 
Leighton or an Alma Tadema, had not an adverse Fate (and a par- 


tiality for cold gin) proved too much for him, 
ss 


s 

A VERY strong effort, we understand, is being made to revive the 
delightful outdoor sport of archery, at one time so popular a pas- 
time with the fair guests 
fat many a country house 
party. Good, indeed! Few 
girls are happy without a 
beau, whilst their ex- 
perience with Cupid's 
urrows in the lists of love 
ought to stand them in 
good stead at the targets; 
in addition to which, the 
amusement is one emi- 
nently adapted to display 
n graceful and well 
moulded figure to the ver 
best advaniage, for whic 
reason, if for no other, the 
enthusiasts who are taking 
up the cause of the bow 
and arrow should meet 
with « large amount of eu- 
couragement, = 


s 

HULL Lo, here! Who said 
there was to be no big H | 
gooseberry season this ss 
year! Here is a no less important journal than the Standard 

iving prominence to the intelligence that a gigantic trout, weigh- 
ing 17 lbs. and over a yard in length, and 18 inches iu circum- 
ference, has been cane by a fisherman ina river of the Austrian 
province of Istria. What say you to that, ye members of Ananias 
Angling Associations? There's a “fish story” for you, if you like. 
Even your vivid imaginations, we fancy, stopped a little short of 
a yard long trout, *,* 


THE Mildewed Marksman has this day been pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit’ upon Mason POLLOCK, because he 
won the Queen's Prize at Bisley. “¥eyther,” hazarded the Ceru- 
lean Opticked Recruit, “'ow is it that, great ‘us ‘ave bin the distinc- 
tions you've won in anythink you've put your hand to, you never 
was no good at a bull’s-eye! To my mind, there's only one 
explanation—booze. Shootin’ wants a steady ‘and aud a unfud- 
dled brain——” But once again did Alexandry dry up somewhat 
suddenly, and an outraged parent took dire vengeance with the 
business portion of a slipper. *\° 


ASTUTE Mr, Arthur Chudleigh still relies upon the famous 
“triple bill” to attract the amusement seeking public to his 
/ excellentand 

commod ious 
theatre in 
SloaneStreet, 
and the 
crowded and 
enthusiastic 
houses which 
have lately 
been the 
order of the 
day, or, 
rather, night, 
at the Court, 
, prove be- 
yond  ques- 
tion that he 
zt has indeed 
been wise in 
his genera- 
tion. Mr. 
Gilbert's 
Rosencrantz 
and Guilden- 
stern has 
given way to 
& most excel- 
lent, mirth 
rovoking 
arce, from 
the experienced pen of B, C. Stephenson, entitled, Faithful James. 
Had we the space, we lack the inclination to enter into auy descrip- 
tion of the plot, which could not fail to lessen your enjoyment 
(for it is a piece you must miss upon no account). Suftice it 
that that excellent comedian, Mr. Weedon Grossmith, plays a 
good hearted but meddlesome waiter with rare humour, and that 
Mr. Brandon Thomas, Miss Sybil Grey and Miss Ellaline Terriss 
ably assist him in the interpretation of this brilliant little farcical 
jem which is preceded by Zhe New Sub, and followed by the 
vrond humours of that ever popular work, A Pantomime Rehearsal, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ONCE again the prospect of one night's jamboree proved superior 
tothe attractions of the sad sea waves, and on Weduesday, July 20th, 
the Antiquated Enthusiast took a temporary y 
farewell of his latest seaside conquest, and, 
journeying up to town, pat in his evening at 
the Washington Music Hall, Battersea, where 
a very excellent entertainment, contributed to 
by a strong array of talented performers, was 
provided for his edification, 


* 

Miss Rose Epovin (Mrs, G. B. W. Lewis) 
made a most successful seg opi last week 
at the Strand, playing Mrs, Oukley 
in George Colman's comedy, A 
Jealous Wife. Mr. Edouin’s tal- 
ented sister made her début on 
the English stage as a child, but 
quitted these shores at a very 
early age, since which time she 
has won much experience and 
fame in India, and more parti- 
cularly in Australia, where she 
and her husband successfully 
managed the Melbourne a 
Theatre. The lady received a 
hearty reception, and gave ample 
promise of being a very valuable 
addition to our boards. Messrs. 
Herbert Flemming, John Beau- 
champ, Fred Thorne, Sydney 
Brough, Herbert Ross, and Mes- 2 
dames Carlotta Leclereq and —— 
Marie Brooke also took part in 
the production, which would have gone more smoothly had a 
better knowledge of the text on the part of some of the per- 
formers obviated the necessity of frequent appeals to the prompter, 
to say nothivg of particularly uningenious “ gagging.” 


* 

IT must be somewhat of a shock to those good people who 
have gushed over the reception of the old Liberian negress, 
Mrs. Rix, by the Queen, to learn that the dusky lady's next visit 
of importance was to the chief of the blood and fire warriors— 
“General” Booth. A miserable lot of high, flown sentimental 
rhodumontade was written at the time about the unsophisticated 
old negress setting out, penniless and alone, bent on beholding the 
Mother of Her People ; how that, having at last realized the dream 
and ambition of her life, she would lay her weary head upon her 
pillow and die happy. And_ this, forsvoth, is the simple, 
unworldly creature who attends a Salvation meeting at Exeter 
Hall, declares she has been a member of the Army for sixty (?) years, 
and winds up by dancing a vigorous breakdown on the platform ! 

* 


s 

It is really high time that somebody protested against the 
perfectly ridiculous prominence given by many important news- 
papers, whose 
editors ought 
to know 
better, to items 
of news con- 
cernin & the 
trivial doings 
and sayings of 
the various 
child monarchs 
with which 
certain of the 
Foreign 
Powers are 
verydoubtfully 
blessed. It is 
quite bad 
enough to be 
dosed with 
paragraphs 
dealing — with 
the little indis- 
positions of our 
own Court : the 
slight chill 
contracted 
by Princess 
Beatrice, the — 
toothache iS 
of Prince Battenberg, or the fingerprick of the Duke of 
Cambridge ; but to be now expected to evince an interest in the 
infantile ailments or childish prattle of youngsters whose only 
claim upon our attention is that Fate has made them heirs toa 
throne, 1s an insuk to the spe nce of every Englishman who is 
not a royalty worshipping snob, It is difficult to imagine the 
precise amount of gratification to be derived from the intelligence 
that the little Queen of Holland enjoyed a walk upon the castle 
terrace, or that the juvenile King of Spain played hide and seek 
with his nurse, personally rebuked a gentry, or presided at a 
meeting of the Council. Presided at the Council, a child of six! 
Ye gods! what an insufferable little prig it must be! 


s 

ALLY's pal, Charles Collette, F.O.S., is busy bossing Haydn 
Parry’s new opera, Cigarette, which he produces for a short 
country tour, commencing at Carditf on August 16th. On his 
return to the metropolis, Charlie goes to the Haymarket to support 
the Jersey Lily. The Irrepressible One keeps the pot a-boiling, 
doesn’t he? ae 

s 

Miss Estre.LA SyLvia. the Wonderful Serpentine Skirt 
Dancer, who is the latest addition to the splendid array of talented 
artistes provided by the management 
of the Empire for the amusement of 
their patrons, comes to us from 
America with a very big reputation, 
which is hardly justified by her per- 
formance, excellent though it is. By 
means of long soft bands, fastened 
above the waist so as to forma sort 
of «.'rt, the new dancer, aided by the 
line ight, certains produces many 
pleasing effects, and SLOPER'S young 
man can only account for a certain 
sense of Siaprointmvent by assuming 
that he was dissatisfied because the 
performance, contrary to his hop— 
ahem !—expectations, did not savour 
of the naughty. The two ballets are 
still going strong, and, however they 
are faring elsewhere, there's no douot 
about the big business at the Empire. 


s 

A. SLOPER strongly adviser those 
who believe in quality and quantity, 
to go in for Fun's Funny Scraps. 
The August Number is now on sale 
at all booksellers’ and railway book- 
stalls, For the eum of sixpence you 
get sixty-four pages of pictures and 
reading that you couldn't get any- 
where else for ten times the price. 
The paper is superior and the print- 
ing excellent; in fact, F'un'’s Funny 
Scraps is the most artistic thing of the kind yet produced. It is 
best explained as a Sixpenny Monthly Comic Magazine. Ask for 
the August Number, and you'll never miss a mouth until they bury 
you in Westininster Abbey. 


—_—_ 
Oth August, 1851.—Gounod's opera of Sappho was 1), 


a 
llth August, 1715.—Nicholas Rowe was this day made Jv. 


VE Sted dala ete eS ae 
12th August, 1744.—The Rev. Rowland Hill, who was born 


ii Se a 
18th August, 1886.—Grace Darling's only sister died on 


(Saturday, August 6, 1892 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs., 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING AUGUST 13TH, 1892, 


—~—— 
7th A it, 1867.—Ira Aldridge, the “African Rosciys” 


ugus 
died this day, at Lodeg, in Poland, aged sixty-three. 
Sth August, 1886.—A vewspaper of this date repor 
several women in india had lately met their deaths while bathe” 
It was at first supposed that they were accidentally drowned, bit 
appeared that some thieves, who were clever swimmers, diyin, 
below them, pulled them down and drowned them, and ti,.., 
robbed them of their ornaments. A 


day produced at the Royal Italian Opera, In Joseph Barej:,: 
work, “An Account of the Manners and Customs of Italy, or 
he says, “ He wonders that it is not the fashion in Italy, as ft i. ;, 
England, to take a small wax light to the opera in order to read 
the book.” So that It would appear that in the England . 
1760-1770, some of the London beaux and belles, instead of Jo.{. 
ing at each other, pored for hours over an opera book with a sini] 
wax-light in their hands, - 


10th A t, 1819.—Mr. Jay and Mr. Elliott, residing at 
South Walsham, married two sisters on the same day. These ladi,. 
some years afterwards, both died on the same day, one at tiv. j;, 
the morning and the other at five in the afternoon ; and on the 
date above mentioned the two widowers died, the first at five in tie 
morning and the second at five iu the afternoon. 


Laureate, iu the place of Nahai Tate, deceased. . Johnson says 
of the heroine in one of Rowe's plays: “ Alicia is a character { 
empty noise, with no resemblance to real sorrow or natural mad. 
ness.” Baker thus sums up Tate: “With these qualities added to 
& meagre countenance, it will not appear surprising that he was 
poor and despised.” 


this day, began a sermon on one occasion, at St. John's Church, 
Wapping, with the words :—“ I am come here to preach to great 
sinners—to notorious sinners; to profane siuners—yes, to Wp. 
ing sinners.” 


this day in her little home under the shadow of Bambuorongh 
Castle, within sound of the wild waves that beat against Holy 
Island and the rock that wrecked the Forfarshire. The simple 
aud pious old lady to the last, like the heroine herself, could not 
understand why so much has been said about the plain act of duty 
which made the family name immortal. She has been laid in the 
seaside churchyard, close to the sister wi:o died so young forty 
years ngo, and whose marble effigy lies in the sea wind and sun, 
with her oar upon ber folded arm. 
pond We 
FOREWARNED IS FOREARMED. enitlen 
THE moon looked down to the mountain tops, 
W here the grouse in their nests lay low, 
And a silvery drizzle of briny drops 
From the eyes of the moon did flow. 
“It grieves me to think of the doom that soon 
Will fall upon Tetrao’s house ; 
Soa warning I'll give,” said the pale faced moon, 
“To the Chief of the good Clan Grouse!" 
She found that chief on a Grampian hill. 


“On the Twelfth of this month,” she said, 
“Vast numbers of sportsmen will strive to kill 


Hrs. It., 
UU 
ack’s 9 
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nt the 
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ould 
heque 
Poin, 
iw war 


All your feathery followers dead. * ' 
But, above all your foes, there is ene, of whom initelie 
I would bid you beware,” she cried, Bhs be 
“For more grouse to destruction I think he'll doom ew bo 


Than all sportemen on earth beside!” ould o 


“Who's he?" quo’ the Chief. And the moon then s:id, 
“ He’s a clodhopper gaunt and thin, 
With a tiery beak aud a hairless head, 
And he smells to the skies of gin. 
And this villain (called SLOPER) will quickly kill 
All the grouse that in Scotland be, 
If at xrouse-shorting be has but half the skill 
He displays when he's shooting me! !" 


ROUGH ON JAWKINS. 


Mrs. JAWKINS had monopolized the conversation from tea-tine 
until supper inclusive, and then she observed to her guest, “Oh, thes b 
by-the-by, Mr, Smith, you are connected with the medical profes- the be 
sion, and may be able to suggest something for poor Mr, Jawkins orn by 
—he talks so much in his sleep.” “I am not surprised,” replied The tc 
Mr. Smith. “Inueed !" exclaimed Mrs, Jawkins, eagerly. ° What tantly 
do you attribute it to, then?” “Why, to tell you the truth, t only 
auswered the brute, “1 suspect it's the only chance he gets.” e Lon 


ual nu 
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SCENE FROM, LIFE. fered | 

SCENE— Managerift Sanctum, maa 

Discovered UNSOPHISTICATED SIMON and the MODERN MANAGE. Wirel ] 


A Knock Heard, Ut may 
MODERN MANAGER. Come in. wewha 
Enter COMMISSIONAIRE, Widas 
COMMISSIONAIRE. Mr. Grid, sir, to see you. ny rded | 
M. M. (tv U.8.). You must excuse me. Mr. Grid is our staze nv Tri 
carpenter, and 1 must see him. ‘ Hl, ther 
Exit M.M. A lapse of half an hour. 
Re-enter MODERN MANAGER. 
M. M. As I was saying—— 
Enter COMMISSIONAIRE. 
Com. Miss Slumslip to see you, sir. ee 
M. M. (te U. S.). Oh, you will excuse me, I know. Miss Stuur 
slip is one of my first row ladies. v 
[Exit M.M. A lapse of twenty minutes. Re-enter MM. 
Solluwed by COMMISSIONAIRE. | 
Com. Mr. Whitelite, sir, would like to have a word with you. 
M. M. Show himin, (Zo U.S.) Mr. W. is a very important San 
U. S. Freeholder? Lord Mayor? Oxford Don? judge: te 
marshal? No? What, then, is he? shord 
M. M. (in a whisper of awe). He is our gas man! [¢ Hes 
[Enter WHITELITE, Business with M, M. and exit 
M. M. As I was saying—— 
Enter COMMISSIONAIRE. 
Com. A gentleman, sir, to see you, 
M. M. What name? 
Com. Mr. Scriblerius, sir. 
M. M. What? I thought you said “a gentleman.” 
U. 8. So he did. , awaln 
M. M. (to Com.). Well, don’t you “derange your epitaphs "32% 
like that. 
Com. What shall I tell him, sir? He wants to see you. ae 
M. M. Tell him it's like his blanked impudence to dare to ae 
to see me—a inodern manager in the flesh. When I ain in np ; 
he may see me in the spirit, if hie vision has a long range, quer 
course, he will be afar off, lower down, Tell him to fo” eee 
down—at once. [Exrit CoM,, tu tell him to go lower down 4 tenia 
U.S. And who may the wretched Scriblerius, who }s ‘ What 
where carpenters, chorus girls and gas men are admitted, be- 
is his black offence? Tell me, that | may avoid him. 
M. M. I will tell you, that you may avoid him, Know | 
youth, that the vile Scriblerins, wretch that he is, is an—aullie! 
[ Chord, fortissime, M. M. shudders, Sound of ana 
being chucked off 0, P., and 
CURTAIN, 


gente 
or! 


Saturday, August 6, 1892.) 


“THE NEW ARISTOCRATIC AMBITION. 
(A Lay FoR LORDLINGS.) 


orsand sons of Peers have of late married actresses, “ choristers,” 


scores of Pov ae girls, ete., and more seem likely to do the same.) 


ba 
My ancestor Johnnies came o'er 
with the chappie 
Named Conqueror Will, don't- 
cherknow, 
And these Norman nomads did 
not appear neeey 
Unless they were facing the foe. 
But my tastes are higher than 
theirs, Vil engage— 
I'm \onging to marry a Pet of 
the Stage! 


ASB .2 


iy! 
AA Yah, oN 
Vi Le 
pw) . 


My ancestors later were Parlia- 
ment fellahs— 
Ya-as, chappies all high in the 


State, 

In the Army, the Church and the 
Law they were quellahs, 

And all were (what they would 

call) great ! 

In tournaments some fought for 
Honour's best gage, 

But JZ think that Honour's decet 
gleaned from the stage. 


Ya-as, what though the old!'uns 
have e’er placed before us 
What they thought the noblest 
of aims ; 
A Peer who has wedded some pet in the chorus 
The greatest of chivalry claims! 
For ‘tis shown in each modern-day histowy page 
That all nobly born youths mawwy Pets of the Stage ! 
——— 


A BATHING FATALITY. 

Jack STONYBEACH was at last really beginning to make his 
vuitiding Iandlady feel just a bit uncomfortable; a very ungrate- 
hi] return for the pains she had taken to render him exactly the 
verse during his six weeks stay at bi pion ag areas 

Sue was rather new to the business, and Jack's easy débonnaire 
sanner had fairly won her heart ; and it was not until he had been 
, occupation of her “ first floor pair” for a month, that she ven- 
ired to remind him that a settlement would be a convenience. 
ut Jack told her he couldn't stay much longer, and it would be 
tter to pay when he left, and he spoke so calmly and looked so 
uv and honest, that simple Mrs. Robinson didn’t like to insist, 
1 the matter stood adjourned, 

lint when, at the end of two more weeks, during which time the 
vod woman still continued to provide her lodger's rations, that 
utleman still showed no inclination to either depart or pay, 
rs. K., as we remarked at the commencement of this narrative, 

in to feel slightly uncomfortable, and again respectfully called 

jack's attention to the fact that his bill Sulit vecaained unreceipted, 
Jhis time her lodger was all apologies ; “really he was so sorry, 
u the little matter 

ut quite 


a single form 
But, never 

ind, he'd telegraph 
his bankers for a 


\ difference.” 
nd Mrs. Robinson 
ft reassured, 
That afternoon 
Tipperton was 
Town into a state 
thrilling ex- 
tement by the in- 
lligence that a 
situr tou the town 
| been drowned 
hilst ays His 
thes had been discovered on a comparatively unfrequented part 
the beach, and they were quickly Tdentified as lone usually 
orn by the “gent as lodged at Mrs. Robinson's.” 
The locat police at once communicated with that lady, who 
tantly recognized the garments. The pockets were searched, 
t biped a handkerchief and a little loose silver was discovered. 
. peaden papers devoted a few lines, and the local ones an 
oe Ritaber of columns to the occurrence ; but no one made in- 
# ies sand the case was gr: dually forgotten. Poor Mrs. Robinson 
“ha dreadfully : she had liked her lodger, and her regret at his 
maid , i ba seer ore ageaat on account of the heavy 
‘ ' isappoi F i 
wirel left in the well ora ieunie 7 ee ee ee 
ee sore no bearing upon the sad case, but it is, nevertheless, 
ue: ay Sarton that on the very afternoon of the accident an 
sp ale strikingly resembling the ill-fated Jack Stonybeach, 
i Tripre ay head Ge a ite ig e- two stutions nearer London 
! . may have been merely a coi — 
ll, there, what's your Cplaton on the subject ? ee on 
Scaaeeentente amen 
GIRLS OF THE “FRIV." 
No, 58.—Do.uiz Dorrineourt. 
FIERCE on the foe impatient Henry rushed, 
And, with the less, the larger army crushed 
At Agin-court (please Anglicize the name), 


And Agin-court has since been known to 
fame, 


So absolutely worthy to be praised 
(For ugliness) is that vast structure 


raise 
At Hampton Court by good Kit Wren of 


yore 
That Hampton Cuurt's renowned for ever- 
more, 


When ’Arry's brain is overcharged with 


care, 

And ‘Arriet needs a breath of briny air, 

At poueranare they get such splendid 
spor 

That Dover-court’s a widely famed resort. 


For severing bonds that only death should 


tear, 
The gay Divorce Court's famous every- 
where, 
In Mildew Court all human boons arise, 
And Mildew Court the nations idolize. 


Bat, though these ceurts be held in good 
report, 
I stoutly state that Dollie Dorrin-court 


Shon} 
1 pant, for her charms, be famed more far and wide 
an all the courts in all the world beside, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


75 Horssey Park RoaD, Horysey, N., July 26¢h, 1892. 
_ DEAR ALLY,—I beg to call your attention to a mistake in your 
issue of the 9th inst. respecting the death of my uncle, the late 
Harry Sydney. He died on June 16th, 1870, not on July 10th, as 
stated. Tam, ALLY, yours truly, SYDNEY A. ATKINSON, 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 125.—He LearNs a Lesson 1N DOG-LATIN. 


1. 
ONE joy, when SLOPER takes his trips 
Each summer by the sad sea waves, 
Can all his other joys eclipse— 
The pleasure of exploring caves. 
So when, at ten last Monday night, 
Returned he from his evening stroll, 
His goggles gleamed like glow-worms bright 
As to his wife he said, * My soul, 
I've for to-morrow got a treat in store— 
To view a cave I've ne'er explored before ! 


“While o'er the shore I hied,” he cried, 
* Two miles from here, or haply three, 
High towering on the cliff [ spied 
A cot which overlooked the sea: 
And by that cot an ancient signboard gave 
Due notice that one there might find a cave.” 


Il. 
Jet black, and jet with soapy foam 
Transmuted to a snowy white, 
A steed to SLOPER'S seaside home 
Rushed up at six on Tuesday night, 
Its rider cried to Mrs, S.— 
“For marcy's sake, dispatch at once 
A doctor and another dress 
To yonder jolterheaded dunce— 
I mean your boss—who's lying faint and stiff 
And togless in the cottage on the cliff!" 


When SLorer's frame and SLOPER's wounds were dressed, 
He to the doctor with a groan confessed 

How, when he entered at the garden gate, 

A massive dog, ferocious, rough, irate, 

Had fallen foul on him, and given him fits, 

And riven his every rag to tiny bits, 

“ But what,” exclaimed the doctor, “made you pass 

The gate at all!" And SLOPER monned, “ Alas ! 

The signboard there induced me to explore 

The cave (I’m fond of caves) whose name it bore!” 


Loud rose the doctor's pret guffaws (restrain ‘em 
He could not) when he found the Fatuous Kuave 
Had deemed the Latin warning “CAVE CANEM,” 
The name—heaven help up !—of an English CAVE! 
ee tele 


"WARE WOPS! 

A SCIENTIFIC writer in a Sunday newspaper has been investi- 
gating the comparative strength of insects, He has discovered 
that, in proportion to its size, a bee can pull just thirty times as 
much as a horse. But, heyond this, the scientific writist seems to 
have been over cautious in his experiments. He has confined him- 
self to a class of harmless insects, and has found out how much 
work an ant could do if he were as big as the late revered Jumbo, 
and how many times a beetle could trot round the Vale of Health 
with a coster's mother-in-law on his back if he were as big asa 
donkey. But let him turn his attention to the common or garden 
wasp. Let him live in the neighbourhood of a nest of these little 
beauties for a week, and if the wasps seein to be inoffensive, 
peace-loving, and domestic creatures, let him puff a cloud of cigar 
=moke into the orifice which serves them fora front door, and he 
will not wish that Nature had created the wasp even one size 
bigger. It is barely possible that he may wish that Nature had 
any place in her economy for the wasp at all. Think of a humor- 
ous wasp, a jocose and fun-loving wasp with a sting about as long 
as a knitting needle always ready and “on tap” for writers, 
scientific or otherwise. We like to have these interesting subjects 
investigated, because they add to the practical knowledge of the 
world, but as for ourselves we confess that we haven't the slightest 
scientific learning. If anyone has scientific curiosity in regard 
to which is the business end of the wasp, let him indulge it. 
It is a rich field and the toil of the explorer will be repaid by 
ample aceumulation of facts. But we would pen one word of 
warning. The wasp has just as much curiosity as the scientific 
writer, and while it is delightful to investigate him, it is rarely as 
agreeable when he takes his turn and investigates you. He has a 
way of penetrating a subject, and never !eaves until he has satisfied 
himself. The investigator is also Sra aa fore more than satisfjed 
—and is apt to express his satisfaction in polysyllabic words which 
indicate great mental excitement, 

———— 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 6.—THE Lowest DEPTH OF MEANNESS. 
“The Mendip Hills are in Somersetshire.” 
—PRUFESSOR ATLASMAP’S GEOGRAPHY, 

For a fortnight of pleasure I stayed 

On the Scarboro’ seaboard this year, 
And, while there, the acquaintance | made 

Ov a vellow vrom Zummerzedzhere, 


I had spent so much money, alas ! 
That to Stonybroke Road I grew near ; 

So methought, “I must capture some brass 
Vrom this vellow vrom Zummerzedzhere! ” 


He was always alluding, poor chap! 

To the Somerset hills he held dear, 
Which suggested a method to tap 

The vond vellow vrom Zummerzedzhere, 


So one day I appeared on the shore 
With a field-glass: in all his career 
He'd ne'er seen such an object before— 

Zilly vellow vrom Zummerzedzhere ! 


And I swore through that glass he could spot 
The sweet Somerset hills : with a sneer 

He soon bet me ten pounds he could not, 
Did that veliow vrom Zummerzedzhere ! 


Through the glass then I got him to glance: 
And some chaps, who did frolic and prance 
And disport in the briny expanse, 
He beheld most distinctly and clear. 
And [ said, “ You see Men-dip (as you'll 
Not deny) in those waters so cool!" 
And he paid me ten pounds, did that vool 
Ov a vellow vrom Zummerzedzhere ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Miss BEATRICE LAMB seems to be freo from the feminine 
horror of insects. She plays “ Nigh-a-bee” every evening without 
the slightest fear. 

“SMALL Holdings”: 
two on. 

SLOPER is more idolatrous than the old Babylonians. They wor- 
shipped a Bel; the Gay Old Spark worships a number of Bei(le)s. 

IN Mildew Court the muffins are placed not ox the table, but 
round the table, at tea-time. They are raga-muftins. 

Why is the word “devilment” Jike a bull ina china shop?— 
Because it means mischief, 


Hands at “Nap.” that you daren't go 


255 
SLOPER’'S SELEOT LIBRARY. 
THE WICKED WORLD. 


= 
CHAPTER IX, 

OncE more Jack Milford was on his feet, but still terribly weak. 
There was no longer any reason why he should not return to the 
hotel where he had been residing before he had received his 
injuries, but he entertained a curious re- 
luctance to aut the humble lodgings where 
his hospitable nurse had so unweariedly re- 
paid his defence of her. Jack could not, 
with complacency, look at the future. With 
the best of appearances, the frankest of faces 
and the best of hearts, he was singularly de- 
ficient in self-esteem, and he did not deem 
but that he had long outstayed the period 
that he conceived should have exhausted 
Julliet’s gratitude. 

And Julliet was soually dubious about her 
future. It was not love, but gratitude which 
had induced her to have Jack removed to 
their lodgings. She had now to confess 
within herself that she had learned to like 
Jack for his own sake. 

Jack Milford had to go. He had main- 
tained his position as invalid long enough, 
and determined that he must retarn to his 
hotel. His change of residence was unsatis- 
factory to himself,and he found himself con- 
trasting its splendid loneliness with the 
humble comfort he had left. Fortunately, he 
had plenty of money, The small sum he had 
on him when assaulted was as nothing, for 
he had left his “pile” in the hotel safe. He 
might have returned to his old ways of en- 
jorment, but these palled upon him now, 
ven his picturesque bush dress was distaste- 
ful, and ere two days had passed, he had 
rigged himself out in civilized clothes and 
had donned a plag hat. These, with his hair 
and beard trimmed, did not spoil his ap- 
pearance, but merely made him look a 
manly Englishman. 

Julliet blushed warmly when he called to see her, and somehow 
Jack found himself blushing too, and he suddenly found a diffi- 
culty in choosing his words. He had bought a watch—a little 
beauty—to present to his nurse, and had thought he would have 
nothing else to do but hand it over to her. The words of thanks 
he desired to say seemed cold and formal, and when he did bring 
out his gift, Julliet seemed hurt and somewhat cold. 

“There was no need to give me such a handsome present as pay- 
ment for my services,” said Julliet. 

“It was not iutended as payment. It was merely something to 

remember me by,” said Jack. 

“1 cannot take it,” said Julliet. 
“It is much too handsome for a 
poor street musician.” 

“You are much too handsome for 
a street musician,” said Jack, im- 
pulsively, “and I wish I could hope 
vou would allow me to induce you 
to leave the business,” said Jack, 

“What do you mean?” 

“Marry me," said Jack, as he ap- 
proached to take her hand, 

“You mock me!” said Julliet. 
“You do not mean what you say!" 

ad n my soul I do! "said Jack, 
“TI did not mean to say that when 
I came, but now know that I 
wanted to say it, though I don't 
know how | have got the nerve to 
get through it.” 

“You would regret marrying ma 
out of an impulse of gratitude,” 
said Julliet, as she drew herself up 
proudly. 

“Never! I swear it,” said Jack. 

“I wish to hear no more of it,” 
said Julliet. “I will consent to 
accept your present. It will ense 

our mind as to having paid me 
andsomely for having nursed 


In civilized clothes, 


ou. 
? “Confound the present! You 
won't get it if you think that. I 
would rather be in your debt,” said 
Jack, sturdily. 

“Take a night to think of it,” said Julliet, “and say no more 
about it at present, then.” 

Jack took a night to think of it. He dreamed that night that 
Julliet had started an organ, and that he was happy as her monkey. 


CHAPTER X. 

THE Count di Carldoddi, known to none but his daughter as the 
Count, and to the few others who desired to know his name as 
Lietro Carldoddi, had, during Jack Milford’s illpess, pursued the 
even tenor of his way asa pifferaro man. He looked upon the 
incident, so faras he was concerned, asa pleasant change—a novelty 
of circumstances which was quite : 

im ible in his former position 
as Count, and his main regret was 
on behalf of his danghter. He 
felt that the humble eurroundings 
could not be otherwise than dis- 
tastefal to one of her gentle nurture, 
and he was plensed that the ne- 
cessity of nursing the man who 
had defended her from insult had 
afforded an excuse to prevent her 
taking her part with him on the 
streets. He longed for something 
to turn up that might remove that 
necessity for ever, and his longin 
was gratified with remarkable sud- 
denness, 

Two mornings after Jack Milford 
had left for his hotel, the postinan 
delivered at the Count's lodginga . 
letter from Italy. As he perused it, 7 
hia face gradually lightened, anda ™, 
bright smile illumined his face. 

“ Julliet, my love,” he exclaimed, 

“we are to go back to Italy and to 
all we love.” 

“To Italy, father!” eaid Julliet. 

“ Ay. to Italy and to home! This 
letter is from my lawyers, tellin 
me that the Eastern African Gol 
Company is all right, and that my 
money is quite safe.” 

“Safe!” echoed Jullict. “I 
thought it had failed.” 

“So did 1; but it seems it was alla bite, The manager muddled 
things up so as to depreciate shares with a view of buying them 
cheap, and he has been found ont and sacked, Think what it all 
means, Julliet—as wealthy as ever, your old position back, and 
Lombardi di Saratoga once more at your feet.” 

(To be continued next week.) 


A little present. 


“TI cannot take it.” 


THE “F.O.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


¥ 
Na\ \\ 
/ NOY 
No. 267.-THe Hon. Sir G. R. Dips, F.O.S. 

“ Although the majority of our English readers are, perhaps, 
comparatively unfamiliar with the name of the illustrious 
gentleman whose handsome and highly intelligent features are 
pourtrayed above, there are, we are convinced, but few of our 
Anstralian subscribers to whom the name of Dibbs is not almost 
a household word, Born quite early in life of rich but honest 
parents, our hero quickly devoted himself to the task of proving 
that he was no ordinary child, and so powerful were the argu- 
ments he employed, so strategetic his infantile tactics, that his 
parents, after a long succession of sleepless nights, spent in 
endeavouring to pacify their lusty lunged offspring, came to the 
almost inevitable conclusion that if he went on as he had com- 
meneced, his voice would undoubtedly become a power in the 

land, a prophecy which has certainly been thoroughly fulfilled. 
At school, our hero was noted for his fearless independency and 
impatience of tyranny or restraint, spirit which has continned 
to animate him throughout his honourable and successful career 
in the Parliament of New South Wales, of which august body 
he has at last been elected Premier, after occupying numerous 
important posts under various administrations with consider- 
able distinetion. His visit to England has been productive of 
two great surprises—the Sloper Diploma and Knighthood, the 
latter a donbtful honour, which, owing to his decidedly Repub- 
lican opinions, he is hardly likely to appreciate so much as the 
distinction of F.O.S., which, together with the * Award of Merit,’ 
was conferred npon him July 23rd, 1892."—Debrett Improred, 
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“WE KNOW THAT NOBLEMAN. HE COMES FROM—”" 


To “\ 


prevaricate, sir, on 
oath, are you telling the truth? te, slr. On your 

Witness. Why, wot d'ye mean? Think I'm like you 
earning my livin’ as a perfessional liar ? ei 


Maud (who has been down some time, to brother who has just arrfved). Oh, Jack! here's that dear, delightful 
nobleman, who is down here incog. singing on the parade every morning. He devotes all the money he collects 
to some charities he's president of. Let me introduce you. What! you know him? 


Jack. Certainly, Charley Chickabiddy, of the leading halls. How are you? 


THE DOUBLE’S REVENGE: A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE. 


"~~ 


“W'ot, yer don't know me now, guv'nor? ‘Ow 
about the ‘arf crown I lent yer to get yer shiny ‘at out 
of pawn?" 


EE |, fi ‘ 
Fp a / 
way as Sal 


Hd 


Mh 


era 


and possessed a “double” or “ fetch” to whom he was very much attached and with ing the polling station to record his vote ‘or the Radical.—(5). A fiewdis! grin 
whom he had never exchanged a rough word. (1). Until, under the baleful influence of mantled his expressive countenance as he departed.— (6) Shortly afterwards 
the General Election, they got to talking politics, and discovered that their political Spookby sought the voting place and boldly plumped for the Tory. His amazement 
opinions were diametrically opposed.—(2). Words ran high. “Don't dictate tome, on leaving the station “ may be better imagined than described,” when he found him- 
you wretched shadow!" roared Spookby, “ you don't exist,‘you're nothing ! See here!" , 


Spookby was a distinguished member of the “Psychological Search Society,” | (4). A moment later, still clothed in Spookby’s form, he might have been seen enter- 
self roughly seized by the mini the ing fraudulently vote! 
‘And he snatched up the shovel and waved it through the vitals of his indignant "iavaln ‘ba See eee TS rial jock 


twice! In vain he endeavoured to explain the mistake. Ribald jeers greeted his 
double. The feelings of the latter were much hurt.” —— (3). “Pll let him see explanations, and, as he was dragged off to penal servitude for life, his cup of bitter- 
whether I'm nothing!” he gasped, and, seizing his hat, rushed out of the house.—— ‘ness o’erflowed as he observed a shadowy form indulging in a fiendish can-can. 


SO PALPABLE, YOU KNOW. 


“OH, WHAT A FALLING OFF WAS THERE.” GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. 


Zh, 


(ONE as Waiter, But, sit, you have asked the pric of th 
CPE a) Ne 
ves HN 


te mn lens Kt! | SS — 


rooms; they are not yet empty. It's only the lit 
the back that are vacant. z Sonus 
Proprietor. Idiot! can’t you see they're a hone) 


These three little maidens so dear, 
Got all of them wet through, I fear ; 

The wind, too, disclosed the way they were hesed, 
But luckily no one was near. No. 21.— Rosalind. couple ? 
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